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Cold 


Author's Notes: 
Chapter | of the collab | am doing with Cosmic Gerbil! 


It was a fairly quiet day in the Metallimansion, and Dave was sitting in his room, practicing one of the band's 
new songs on his guitar. He hadn't plugged into the amp becouse he wanted to hear how it sounded acoustically 


first. He hadn't had that much to drink that day either, so he was very focused on the task at hand. 


Unfortunately, his moment of peace was broken suddenly and loudly. With only a single knock on the sturdy 
oaken door of his room (it sounded more like someone trying to break down the door), a very wet James 
barged in. "Hey Dave, guess what!" Shaking his long blond hair much like a dog would, he sprayed the 
unfortunate ginger guitarist with water droplets. 


Dave nearly dropped his guitar as James entered the room. He tried to shield it from the water coming off of 
James, scowling a little as it went everywhere. "Geez James, it's a good job | wasn't plugged in," Dave grumbled. 
"I'd have been fried ya know." Dave put his guitar on the bed behind him to protect it. "Anyway, what is it you 
gotta tell me?" 


James looked sheepish for a moment before continuing energetically. "| was out at the park with Lars and Cliff, 
and they pushed me into the fountain. It was fucking awesome too!" He grinned, visibly trying not to shiver. 


Dave blinked; he wasn't quite sure that being pushed into a fountain was his idea of fun. Maybe if he was 
really drunk, and it was a super hot day? Then he noticed that James was shivering, and his expression 
changed from an impatient one to one of concern. "You're cold now," He said to James, wondering if James is a 


little drunk. "You oughta change outta those wet clothes before you get sick" 


James tried to shake his head, but it turned into a full body shudder instead. "Nah, I'm f-fine. Th- That would 
be |-lame, man!" Clenching his teeth to keep from chattering, he stood there stubbornly, dripping on the carpet. 


Dave shook his head. "Come on kid, you're freezing," He scoffed. "Here, get your wet stuff off. If you don't 


want Cliff or Lars to see you change, you can put on some of my gear.” 


"Thanks!" James looked up, grinning a bit sheepishly. "Could you uh, get something for me? | don't want to go 
digging through your stuff” 


Dave smiled at James. "Sure thing." He said. He hunted through his wardrobe, finding a clean t-shirt and a pair 
of jeans for James to put on. 


James took the offered clothes with a lopsided grin. "Thanks man" His grin was quickly replaced with a fit of 


shivering however. "C-Can y-you t-turn around n-now?" He chattered, 


"Sure James." Dave said, feeling bad for how cold James was. He helpfully turned his back on James and then 
covered up his eyes for good measure. "Ok, | can't see nothing except my eyelids." Dave said, still being nice and 


helpful. "Go ahead and change, buddy." 


James cleared his throat awkwardly as he hurriedly slipped out of his sopping wet clothes, and changed into 
Dave's dry ones. Within a minute he was done. "You can turn around now Dave." After a small pause he added, 


"Sorry for acting like lm fucking three or something.” Under his breath. 


Dave uncovered his eyes, turned back around and then gave James a reassuring smile. "hey, it's cool." He said. 


| mean, being cold sucks, yeah? | dunno how the hell Lars survived in Denmark before he moved here." 


James couldn't help but laugh. "I would ask him, but | don't want to hear a monologue on Danish history and 


climate." 


Dave laughed too. "Awww. Come on man, you know how much Lars would love to talk to you about his 
homeland. Still, | guess Cliff can put up with that while we're hiding away in here. Say, Jamie? You warmer now 


buddy?" 


James snorted and rolled his eyes. "Yeah, you bet he'd like to go on about his country." Wrapping his arms 


around himself tightly, the blond man's lean frame shuddered. "I'm still a bit cold, but I'll be alright" He stated 
with confidence. The emphasis of his statement was ruined however when his teeth began to chatter again 


loudly. 

Dave shook his head at once. "You're still freezing." He said. "It's ok James, you don't have to pretend to be the 
tough guy in front of me. There's nothing wimpy about getting cold" Dave shuffled his feet on the carpet, 
suddenly looking awkward. "Uh, so.. | know this is gonna sound dumb but.. Would you like me to, erm, hug you? 


You know, to warm you up a bit?" 


James hummed and hawed for a moment, fidgeting a bit. "Ah." His cheeks had a tinge of pink on them. "Yeah, 
that w-would be nice." He bit his lip, shivering again. 


Dave smiled and nodded. "Awesome!" he says. "Um, | mean because it will be good when you're warm again, of 


course’. 
Dave looked a little shy but he cautiously put his arms around James and hugged him firmly. 


James stood stiffly for a moment, not even moving a muscle except for the occasional violent shiver. Slowly 


however, he relaxed into Dave's hug, and returned the embrace. 
"Hm, this is nice." He sighed happily, then added hurriedly, "B-Because it's warming me up of course!" 


"Of course," Dave agreed, grinning at James. "It's sure nice to be.uh, warm, isn't it?" He liked to hug James too; 


Dave felt quite protective of James. 
James nodded, resting his head on Dave's shoulder. "Yeah, it's very nice to be.. warm." 
He blushed slightly, and hoped that Dave wouldn't see it. 


Dave didn't see but he could feel the heat in James's face. "Uhuh, you're feeling much warmer now," Dave said 


but he didn't let go of James! 

"Hm, yes. Much warmer." James said, and snuggled just a little bit closer to Dave. There was a short moment 
of comfortable silence before he spoke again, "Hey Dave? Uh, my legs are getting kinda tired.. Mind if we, uh, 
sit down?" 


"Not at all," Dave said, enjoying holding James close. He looked round, frowning a minute. 


"Um, there's only the bed to sit on, is that OK? Its uhh.not made yet". Dave sounded apologetic, mainly 


because his bed looked as if two elephants had had a wrestling match on it. 


James nodded against Dave's shoulder. "Hm yeah, that's fine." Faking a shiver, he continued, "I'm still cold, so we 


should definitely stay close to each other." 


"Hey, that's great then," Dave said. He grinned at James and pulled firmly on him, attempting to overbalance 
him so they would both fall onto the bed. 


James allowed a small grin to slip onto his face, and let the red-head pull him down onto the bed. "Oomph." He 


cuddled closer. 


Dave grinned and brushed James's hair off his face. "There, see? Now we can be warm and comfortable," he 


said. "Though.| find my bed really relaxing so don't be surprised if | fall asleep on you". 


James smiled back, reaching a hand up and running it through Dave's red hair. "I don't think I'll mind too much 


if you do." He replied, his shyness fading as he grew more comfortable. 


Dave liked the feeling of James stroking his hair. It was soothing and relaxing. It briefly occurred to Dave that 


it was rather odd.him and James lying together on his bed and behaving in such an.intimate manner. 


Then Dave pushed that thought from his mind. James was like his little brother and it was totally cool, 
anything they did together. Dave smiled at James and settled back, putting his head on James's thin shoulder. 


James sighed happily, letting his eyes fall shut. For a brief moment it occured to him that this just wasn't 
NORMAL, but before that thought could continue he was drifting off. 


Meanwhile, Cliff had returned from wherever mysterious place he hung out at (19% being that he was 
smoking weed with some pals). He walked in through the front door, pretty cheerful (and also probably rather 
stoned). 

"Hey dudes, I'm back!" he yelled to anybody else who may have been at home. 


Lars, who had been napping on the couch, came awake with a start at Cliffs yell. Stretching like a cat and 
rubbing his eyes, he got up and made his way over to the front door. "Hej." He greeted him sleepily. 


"Hey dude!" Cliff greeted Lars. "How's it going? James and Dave out somewhere?" 


Lars grunted and shrugged. "I dunno. Haven't seen ‘em." There was a moment of silence before he spoke again, 


seeming more awake this time, "Wanna go look?" 
"Uhuh, sure,” Cliff replied. "After all, | cant hear ‘em so they haven't trashed the joint or anything". 
Lars nodded, and swiped a renegade strand of hair out of his eyes. "Let's go then!" He headed towards the long 


hallway that the bedrooms branched off of, motioning for Cliff to follow him. "After all, whats the worst we 


could find?" 


Cliff followed him; as relaxed and chilled out as ever. He probably wouldn't have been surprised to have seen 


James and Dave wearing ballet outfits and dancing to swan lake. Ha, this is what weed does to you p 


Lars however was not nearly as prepared to see the sight that greeted him when he opened the first 
bedroom door he came to, and was greeted with the sight of James and Dave cuddling on the bed. Standing 
there for a moment with his mouth hanging open in disbelief, he finally slowly turned to Cliff and whispered, 


"Are you seeing what l'm seeing..2" 


Cliff gazed at James and Dave thoughtfully for a moment. Then he turned to face Lars, smiling at him in a 


rather lazy way. 


"Uhuh," he said, nodding quite seriously. "Its James and Dave hugging each other, on Dave's bed!" 


Dave heard Cliff and Lars speaking and he glanced up, blinking sleepy eyes. it took him a minute to register that 


they were in his room, staring at him. He looked at them, then at James, then he yelled in surprise! 

James' eyes flew open when Dave yelled, and he automatically clutched at the other man's shirt. "Wha-" He 
started, then his eyes focused on Cliff and Lars in the doorway. A bit belatedly, he let go of Dave's t-shirt 
and chose to bury his face in the bed instead. His current motto seemed to be, ‘If | can't see them, they can't 
see me: 

Dave stared, wide-eyed and Cliff just grinned. 

"Hey dudes, wondered where you were," he said "You want pancakes? l'm just gonna make some". 


Beside him Lars just shook his head rapidly from side to side. "No! Explaining first, pancakes later!" 


Taking a deep breath to calm himself down, he glared at Dave (he would have glared at James too, but the 
singer was too busy attempting to become part of the bed). "So what exactly is going on?" 


"Uh, you sure dude?" Cliff asked Lars. "| mean, you sound kinda cranky and usually you get cranky when you're 


hungry. Like, you need to eat more often cos you're small. Like a shrew". 


Dave tried hard to keep a straight face, especially after listening to Cliff's speech. He brushed his hair back off 
his face and thought about what to say to Lars. 


"Um, well.James came in and he was all wet," he said. "So | said he could borrow some of my clothes. Now 
he's.all dry!" Dave looked at James helpfully. 
James buried his face deeper into the sheets, and mumbled something that sounded like, "Yeah, that's right." 


Lars was fuming silently in the doorway from Cliff's comment, but he only crossed his arms and leaned against 


the door-frame. "James, sit up. | can't understand you." 


James slowly began to sit up, and shot a (hopefully subtle) look at Dave and mouthed, ‘Help me: 


Dave gave James a reassuring glance, before giving Lars a stern look 

"Well, James wouldn't have been so cold if you and Cliff hadn't chucked him in the water," Dave pointed out. 
Lars shifted a bit, and cleared his throat loudly. "Well, er... Still, he didn't have to come in here and cuddle with 
you, he could have just taken a hot shower and curled up in bed By himself" He looked triumphant. 


James’ face paled, and he swallowed heavily. After a moment he spoke up. "Well, uhhh. | wanted to tell Dave, 
and uhhhh." He stopped and let his hair fall over his face. "Nevermind" He said in a slightly squeaky voice. 


Dave screwed up his nose, deep in thought. Luckily, Cliff saved him and James this time. 


"Aww, come on man," he sais to Lars. "James probably was too cold to think of such a thing. Ya know, when 


you get really cold, your brain doesn't work properly’. 
James nodded eagerly. "Yeah, that's it!" 


Lars narrowed his eyes, but nodded slowly. "Alright, if you say so." He turned and walked off, going to do 


whatever he did in his spare time. 
James watched him go with a look of relief. "Thanks Cliff." He sighed. 


Cliff grinned at James in a lazy fashion "No worries dude!" Dave was looking pretty relieved too, until Cliff 
added on, 


‘Its OK, I'll keep your secret for yal" 
James' face paled, and he flopped back down onto the bed. "Wh-what do you mean?" 


Dave gaped, not quite sure how to react. Cliff just grinned in a knowing way. 


"So, you dudes want some beer and pancakes?" 


